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the yoke projects a piece of wood  [to which  is tied a
bundle of grass] just far enough  to tempt the bullock,
but he cannot reach it.    He wants to eat the grass and
goes a little farther [thereby turning the oil press!. .
We are like these bullocks, always trying to eat the grass
and stretching our necks to reach it.    We go round and
round this way.    Nobody likes these changes.    Certainly
not !  . . . All these changes are forced upon us. ... We
cannot  help   it.    Once  we   have   put   ourselves   in   the
machine, we must go on and on.    The moment we stop,,
there is greater evil than if we continued forward. . . .
Of course misery comes to us.   It is all misery because
it is all unwilling.   It is all forced.   Nature orders us and
we obey, but there is not much love lost between us and
nature.    All our work is an  attempt  to escape nature.
We say we are enjoying nature.    If we analyse ourselves,
we find that we are trying to escape everything and invent
ways to enjoy this and that.  .  .  .  [Nature  is] like the
Frenchman who had invited an English friend and told him
of his old wines in the cellar.    He called for a bottle of
old wine.    It was so beautiful,  and  the light sparkled
inside like a piece of gold.    His butler poured out  a
glass, and the Englishman quietly drank it.    The butler
had brought in a bottle of castor oil!    We are drinking
castor oil all the time ; we cannot help it. ...
[People in general] . . . are so reduced to machin-
ery* they do not . . . even think. Just like cats, dogs,
and other animals, they are also driven with the whip by
nature. They never disobey, never think of it. But even
they have some experience of life. . . ,
[Some, however,] begin to question: What is this?
What are all these experiences for? What is the Self?
Is there any escape? Any meaning to life? . . .
The good will die. The wicked will die. Kings will
die, and beggars will die. The great misery is death.